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 We passed lots of teams and sleighs loaded with coal, bound for Lacombe, so the 
road was in good shape for traveling and we had a fast team that seemed to eat up the 
miles. When we were breaking a trail through the timberland, we saw tracks of 
wolverine. We were told they were one of the most savage of the wild animals out here; 
the tracks resembled those of a bear and were quite large. We also saw lots of lynx tracks 
and an occasional wolf track. It was a wild country in those days and not a sign of a cabin 
anywhere; we traveled for miles without seeing a sign of any habitation. We were very 
glad when we sighted the Walter’s Ranch, and further on the Haines ranch. After passing 
the last one, Nat informed us we had only two miles to go. It was quite dark when we 
finally reached Chapman’s on the creek. Joe was already there, and he came out and took 
the team after helping us girls and his mother out of the sleigh. We were all stiff and cold 
with sitting so long for there was no place to stop and get warm until we were near the 
Walter’s Ranch, but we decided to drive right on. Nat had brought his banjo along and 
played and we sang songs and hymns until we were to cold to do anything but wrap 
ourselves as snugly as possible in the robes we had with us. 
 Such a relief to be able to stretch our limbs and we warmed up at the heater. Mrs. 
Chapman had the house so cozy and warm and a good hot supper waiting for us; their 
dogs had given warning of a sleigh coming and they guessed it would be our party. We 
were tired after our long ride so everyone retired early, for we knew we would be up late 
the next night, Christmas Eve. We were up bright and early the next morning, ready to 
help Mrs. Chapman prepare the Christmas dinner. Such a feast it was apples and nuts 
fresh from Ontario, a real treat in those days. There was lots of roast chicken, another 
treat as beef or deer meat was our standby. To finish off we had plum pudding, pies, 
cakes, and cookies of all kinds. 
 Christmas eve, Grandma Jameson, as we called her, told us stories of her 
childhood in Ontario also stories of the Banshees in Ireland, which were quite thrilling 
but some very scary. After that we sang songs until bedtime. Christmas Day in the 
afternoon we rode toboggans down the steep hill to the creek; Chapman’s house was on 
top of the hill overlooking the creek. The day was bright and clear and we were all 
outside enjoying the mild day, so much warmer than the day we drove down. Christmas 
night passed with us young folks playing charades and acting out fairy tales. We rigged 
up a stage and had one or two real plays, the others enjoyed them immensely so they said. 
We ended the day cracking walnuts and butternuts and talking about other Christmases, 
in countries and places we had lived before coming to Alberta. I would like to mention 
that the Chapman’s had two children that Christmas of 1896, a baby girl, Elsie was born 
on the ranch in September and now three months and Harry, aged four. 
 All too soon our holiday was over and the next day we were traveling the coal 
haulers trail back to our homes in the valley. It was a happy Christmas for all of us and its 
memories will always remain with the four of us who are still living. On New Years Day 
we had some friends who lived near, come to our Christmas dinner. My stepmother had 
decided to wait until we were home again, so we had two happy endings to a very 
disappointing year, as far as crop and garden were concerned that is. 
